1914                                ARCHAEOLOGY                                 167
Petra [name omitted] is the most wonderful place in the world,
not for the sake of its ruins, which are quite a secondary affair, but
for the colour of its rocks, all red and black and grey with streaks
of green and blue, in little wriggly lines . . . and for the shape of its
cliffs and crags and pinnacles, and for the wonderful gorge it has,
always running deep in spring-water, full of oleanders, and ivy
and ferns, and only just wide enough for a camel at a time, and a
couple of miles long. But I have read hosts of most beautifully
written accounts of it, and they give one no idea of it at all ...
and I am sure I cannot write nearly as nicely as they have ... so
you will never know what Petra is like, unless you come out here
. . . Only be assured that till you have seen it you have not the
glimmering of an idea how beautiful a place can be.
I came up here on the Hedjaz line, after arresting three police-
men at Maan, and marching them disarmed through the streets
to the Serail, while my camels, which they had arrested, escaped.
But that labour requires a letter to itself. Au revoir.               L.
[P.S. of 5 lines omitted]
[After Lawrence had discovered the two great cross-roads
through the hills used by raiding parties, he travelled through
little known country to Wady Musa and Petra where he acci-
dentally met two English ladies, Lady Evelyn Cobbold and a
friend, who were visiting it. On their return to Damascus they
described to Miss Fareedeh el Akle how they had found a young
Englishman called T. E. Lawrence stranded in the desert in a
half-starved condition, and had rescued him. Actually they lent
Lawrence the money to return from Maan to Damascus on the
Hedjaz railway. The local knowledge obtained on this trip was
vitally important for the strategy of the whole Arab campaign
and it should be borne in mind that, during it, every advance
took Lawrence into country better known to him.]
7O: TO MISS FAREEDEH EL AKLE
March 8 [1914]                                                                     Carchemish
Dear Miss Fareedeh, Yes, I'm very sorry, I was a day in
Damascus, and then fled away by the midnight train for Aleppo:
and now I'm squatting in our own little hut here, and answering